l8        PORTRAITS  BY  INFERENCE
'Love and Timorion matched their wings and eyes,
and that is why the god no longer files.'
'Not very well/ said Flecker.
It was two or three weeks later that Albert
Rothenstein magnificently descended upon
me in the glory of his recent election to the
New English Art Club. I felt that this was
a Court card that I would play against
Flecker's acquaintance at the Sorbonne.
Albert trumped everybody's tricks* From
Victor Hugo to Monet there was not a
European name that did not figure in his
personal acquaintance. Flecker had ventured
his English-accent-in-Paris story.
cWhen Will and I were walking with
Fromentin in the Place Pigalle one June
night,5 began Albert. Nobody dared to ask
who Fromentin was, though Flecker, not
wholly routed, inquired whether Albert liked
the crepes at the Patisserie Beige. *We
didn't use it,3 said Albert. Flecker gulped.
Albert lectured to us on the principles of
painting. "Never/ he said, 'imagine any-
thing. Distrust your mind. Rely on your
eyes and your hands. The object; always
the object.' "Any object/ said Flecker return-
ing to the surface, cand no damned prettiness
except to relieve the tension.* Albert agreed.
'Take poetry/ said Flecker; "you should
devote as much pains to a limerick as to an
epic. Three weeks I laboured on this one